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She drew Gypzy Nan's black greasy
shawl a little more closely around
her shoulders, and moved forward
again. And now, on the outskirts of
the crowd, she could see quite plain-
ly. Theore were two or thres low
steps that led up to the doorway, and
a man and woman ware standing
thers, The woman was wretchedly
dressed, b with most strange fncon-
gruity she held in her hoad, obviously
subeconsciously obviously quita ab-
livious of it, a huge baskst Tull of
overflowing with, as nearly as Rhoda
Gray could judge. all of pur-

ses, as thourgh out of the midst of
abject poverty
suddenly desce upon n And
she was gray. and well beyond mid-
dle age. and crying bitterly; and her
free hand, whether to support herself
or with the instinctive idea of sup-
porting her companion., was ctutched
tightly saround the man's shouwmers
And the man rocked unsteadily upon
his feet. Ho was tall and angular
and older than the woman, and cad-
averous of feature, and mi=ernbly
thin of shoulder, and blood trickled
ever his forehead and down one ashen
hollow cheek—and above the excited
exclamations of the crowd Rhoda
Gray heard him cough.

Rhoda Gray glanced around her.
Where scarcely a second before she
had been on the outer frings of the
crowd, she now appeared to be in the
very center of it. Women wers push-
ing up behind her, women who wore
shawls as she did, only the shawls
were mastly of gaudy colors; and
men pushed up behind her, moastly
men of swarthy counterance, who
fore clrelels of gold in thelr ears: and,
brushing her skirts, seeking vanlage
points, ragged, ill-clad children wrig-
gled and wormed thelr way deeper
into the press, 1t was a crowd com-
rosed almeost entirely of ths foreizsn
elemnent which Inhabited that quarter
—and the crowd chattered and gesti-
culated with ever-increasing wviolence.
Shee did not understand. And she
conld not see so w#ll now. That pltr-
ful tablean in the doorway was being
shut out from her by a man, diréctly
n front of her, who had holsted a
1alf-naked tot of three or four to a
reserved seat upon hils head.

And than a youngz man, one whom,
rom her years in the Bad lLands as
the White Muoll, ehe recognized as
hanger-on at gambling hell in the
Chatham Square district, came to-
ward her, plowing his way, contempt-
uous of obstructions,out of the crowd.

“Say, wot's de row?" she demand-
ed,

The young man grinned.

“Somebody pinched a milllon from
de old guy!* He =hifted hls cligar-
with a deft wovement of his
from one side of his mouth to
the and grinned agaln. “Can
yvouse beat it! Accordin’ to him, mne
had enough coln te annex de whole of
Noo Yoik! De moll's his wile. He
went out to hell-an’-gone some-
where for a few years huntin® gold
while he old girl starved. Den back
he comes an' bloks In today wid his
pockets full, an' de old girl grabs
a handful, an' goes out to buy up all
de grub in sight e she ain't had
nonae for =o long. An® w'en she comes
bitck she finds dea old geeczer gagged
an® tied in a chaln, an’ some guy's hit
him a crack on de bean an®” flown de
coop wid de mazuma. But wyouse
had better met out of here befors
youse gets run over! Dis ani't mo
place for an old =kirt like youse. De
bulls *I1 be down here on de hop in a
minute, an' w'en dis maob starts
sprinklin® de street wid delr fleetin’
footsteps, youse are llkely to get
hurt. See?'" The young man started
to force his way through the crowd
ngain, “Youse had better cut loose,
mother!”™ he warned over his shoul-
der,

1t was good

sorts
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crte
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advice Rhoda
it. She had scarcely
next block when the crowd be-
her was being scattered pell-
and without ceremony in all q4:-
rections by the police, as the younsg
man had predicted. She went on.
Thera was nothing that she could do.
The man's face and the woman's face
haunted her. They had seemed
stamped with such ahject misery and
despair. But thers was nothing that
he could do. It was one of “thosa
ora and grisvonus cross-sections
llves of the sw: g thovp-
down hera in quarter
which ahe knew so intlmatelvy and so
waoll. And there wers so many, many
of those cross-sectio Once, in
1iall, pitifully meager and .restricted
vay, Ehe had been able to help some
thesa hurt lives, but now Her
lips tichtenad a little, she gO-
ing to Shlaker’s junk shop.

Her forehead gathered In little fur-
rows as she walked along. She had
walzhed the pros and cona of this
vixit a hundred times already during
the day; but aeven so) instinctively to

surea hearself lest some apparently
but nevertheless fatally wvital,
it might have been overlooked her
d ravertel to It again From
shluker's wviewpoint, whether Qypsy
Nan was in the habit of mingling
with or visiting the other members
¢f the gang or not—a maiter upon
which she could not even hazard a
guess—her visit tonight must appear
entirely logical. There was last night
-—and, as a natural corollary, her
egually natural anxiety on her sup-
posed husband's account, providing,
of course, that Shluker was awara
that Gypsy Nan was Danglar's wife.
1t even if Shluker did not not know
he knew at least that Gypsy Nanp
as one of the gang, and, as such,
he must equally &ccept it as natural
she should be anxious and dis-
turbed over what had happened. She
would be on safe ground either way.
#he would pretand to know only
what had appeared in the papers; in
other words, that the police, attracted
to the spot by the sound of revolver
shots, hadl Tfound Danglar handcuffed
to the fire escape of a well known
thieves” resort in an all too well
knewn and questionable locality.

A smile eame spontancously. It
was quite true. That was whera the
Adventurer had left Danglar—hand-
cuffed to the fire escape! The smile
vanished. The bumor of thg situa-
tion was not Tong-lived: it ended
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there, Danglar was as cunning as

he proverbial fox; and Danglar, at
that moment, In desperate need of
explaining his predicament in some
plausible way to the police, had, as
the expression went, run true to form.
Danglar's story, as reported by the
papers, even rose above his own high
water mark of wviclous cunning, be-
cauge it played upon & chord that ap-
instantly to the police; and
true, not only because what
could find out about him
made it likely, but also because it
contalned a modicum of truth in it-
self; and, furthermore, Dangiar had
scored on still another count In that

story must stimulate the police
into renewed activities as hils unsus-
alliesa in the ona thing, the
and object thdat, at that mo-
him sbove all
of herself, the

<ale
it rang

the police

pocting
oune aim
ment,
rthers—-the
Whita Moll

it was Ingenlously simple, Dang-
iar's smooth and oily le! e had
been walking along the street, he had
atated, when he saw a woman, as she
paased under a street lamp, who he
thought resembled the YWhite Moll
To make sure, he followed her—at a
safe dlstance, as ha believed. She

entered the tenement. Ha hesitated.
Ile knew the reputation of the place,
which bore out his first impression
that the woman was the one ha
thought she was; but he did not want
to make o fool of himses1f by calling
in the police until he was positive of
her identity, =0 he {finally followed
her inside, and heard her go upstairs,
and crept up after her in the dark.
And then, suddenly, he was set upon
and hustled into a room. It was the
White Joll, all right; and the shots
came from her companion, a man
whom he described minutely—the de-
seription being that of the Adventur-
er, of course. They seemad to think
that he, Danglar, was a plain-clothes
man, and tried to sicken him of his
job by frightening him. And then
they forced him through the window
and down the fire escape, and fas-
tened him there with handeuffs to
mock the police, and the White Moll's
companion had deliberately fired
some more shots (o make sure of
bringing the police to the scene, and
then the two of them had run for it

Rhoda Gray's eves darkened ang-
rily. The newspapers said that Dang-
lar had been temporarily held by the
police, though his story was belleved
te be true, for certainly the man
would make no mistake as to the
identity of the White Moll, since his
life, what the police could find out
about it,coincided with his own state-
mernts, and he would paturally there-
fore have seen her many timss in the
Bad Lands when she wnas working
there under cover of her despicabia
role of sweet and innocent charmny.
Danglar had made no pretensions to
self-righteousness—he wis too cute
for that. He admitted that he had
no *“specific occupation,'” that he
hung around the gambling hells a
good deal, that he followed the
horses—that, frankly, ha lived by his
wits. He had probably gilven some
framed-up address to the police, put,
iz s0, the papers had not stated whera
it was. Rhode Gray's face, under the
grime of Gyvpsy Nan's disguise, grew
troubled and perplexed. Neither
had the papers. even the evening
papers, stated whether Danglar had
ns vet been released—they had devot-
ed the rest of thelr space to the vill-
fication of the White Moll They
had demanded in no uncertain tones
n more conclusive effort on the part
of the authorities to bring her., and
with her now the man in the case, as
they called the Adventurer, to justice,

and—
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The thought of the Adventurer
czused her mind to swerve sharply oif
Where he had pigqued

curiosity before. he
now, since last night, d more
complex a character than ever. It
strange, mMmost strangs, the way

and hers, had be-

She had owes

ey

accounts. Sh

She owed him

sense of grati-

caused her 1o
h—with——

t was the use

s0 much a part of

much a habit, t throw-

in the eves of 'R, this

of herself off for

ise, this constant deception,

warranted thought it might be, that

she must now seek to deceive herself!

Why not frankly afdmit to her own

soul, already In the secret, that she |

cared in spite of herseif—for & thier?

had look
him She bit

of that?

Why not admit that & great hurt had |

no one but he 5 4
would ever know, & hurt that would
last for always Dbecause (it was
wound that could never be healed?
A thief! She loved a. thlef, She
had fought a biter, stubborn battle
with her common =ense o convinoce
herself that he was not a thief.
hnd snatehed hungrily at the incident
that centered around those handcuffs,
so oppo~tunaly produced from the
Advent.rer's pocket. She had tried
to argue that those handeuffs not
only sugsested, but proved he waa
a police officer in disgulse, working
on some case in which Danglar and
the gang had been mixed up; and, as
she tried to argue in this wise, she
tried to shut here eyes to the fact
that the same pocket out of which
the handcuffs came was at exactly
the same moment the repository of as
many stolen banknotes as It would
hold. Ehe had tried to argue that
the fact that he was so insistently at
work to defeat Danglar's plans was
in his favor:; but that argument, like
all others, came quickly and miser-
ably to grief. Whereas the *“leak™
was, as Danglar called ir, that sup-
pliad the Adventurer with foreknowl-
edge of the gang's movemants she
had no idea, save that perhanps the
Adventurer and some traltor in the
gang were in collusion for their own
ends—and that certainly did not lift
the Adventurer to any higher plane,
or wash from bim the stigma of thief
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(To B> Continued) N

RADIO TELEPHONE IS MAKING CVER THE MODERN WORLD

utility as a
militaiy pnit: Maj. Gen. Bullard,
U. 8. A, giving order= to his
staff via radiophone at Bedloes
Island, N. ¥. Below, how radio
is revolutionizing the art of
political campaigning: - Senator
Harry L. New of Indiana dcliver-
ing a campaign speech fromn his
desk in Washington 1o an audi-
ence in Indianapolis. Above, the
radio in everyday life: Chicago
youth equips his flivier with
complete radio outfit.

Michigan hears nightiy conceris
that are going on in tttsburg,
Some of the many oses of radio
are shown above.

This is the racdio age. Before
our very eyes the radio telephene
iz making over the moderr world.
The buman veice can now be

flung across the ocean. The l
political spellbinder rnrills his
audiences a shousand miles away. l
The isolated farmer in northern

SOUNDING “TAPS” FOR THE LAST DEAD

Memorial service at Brooklyn army base for the last of the bodies of
World war veterans brought back from France.

Hundreds of officials of army and civil life took part in the memorial
services held in Brooklyn at *he army base for the last shipload of
bodies of World war martyrs brought back from France. The coffins
were buried beneath floral tributes and thousands of persons gathered
a'h(;]m: the biers and wept as the touching and impressive rites were car-
ried out.

WOMEN OF FOUR NATIONS TO TALK ON INTERNATIONALISM |
OF THE “BUSINESS OF PEACE” AT Y. W. C. A. CONVENTION

e

Left to right: Miss Anne Lamb of
Calcutta, Countess Helene Gob-
let d’Alviella of Belgium, Miss
Charlotte Niven nand (below)
Miss A. Meaude Royden of Lon-

the Young Woman’s Christian f Euro The Coun-
Associstion to be held in Hot w%i:fe:e d'Alviclla of Bel-

i April 20-27. They i will speak of i
tion-

dian, of Calcotta. Judge Flor-
ence Allen of Cleveland will take
up the e 'ng:uf’he United

When A Girl Marries

By ANN LISLE,

=

CHAPTER 532
hit, 1820, Kings Feature
Syndicate, Inc. road. We
dropped me at Mason|in tha =llence of
1er way to Dreamwold. | basked in the warm, yet Invigorats
nged to go separate ways |ing air and the brisk gold of thel
r next morning. So dismiss- | sunshinee, Aftar a time BEvvy turns
om my mind the mystery of the | ed off the main road and began winds

i, a&nd forgetting Carlott's|ing through a tangle of woods andl

my own as well, I wait-|on to a little Lrook purling down

nitted to Evvy's home. sunny slope Presently we came tol
opened the door, A ot that was warm and sunny, ¥s
wraith of an Evvy— socluded, 1t was.a cup of
with hectic s=pota of holding a pool of cleag
wide chesk bones of ! st in a circle of hills,

face, and with eyes s0 Sha we get sut here and roam

i that thay seemed to asked Evvy.
0 of her tuce, would be a
glod you eame!” she cried. !U’.!r nie,” 1 “and if wea do

I thought you wouldn't|a bit of walking first we'll probably
Now let's have a hnppy | bring Detter appetites to the feast.™

1le trolled around 1op

tho little haven of

with an ailr of

bring me out here just | pur self down on

ppy day,' did you, Evvy? | n sl d beside her,

d4 more important than the |c v hs 1 in . She look«

=ult of pleasure, off in my | itle child as she gased
car for a day. & vith pleading eves,

now, that I dldn’'t say i a favor,” she anld,

“A bhiz And if you don't grant

lunicheon packed, and I |it, Anne, it will hurt cruelly. Pleasa

if you liked, we'd go kir 1o

1t since—Shelly dind. i 5
Nained Evvy. I haven't

since—Shelly died 1

today—if you'll come

me courage.” her face, sta

I will,” I replied heart- | high on her
deeply touched by her [ if Evvy wera

re and enormons eyes, | sumething lke a “‘last request” of me

oulda’'t T go just any- “I'll do anything I can,” I said with)

heart desired, you bless- [all the assurances 1 could put into

1 thea simple decelaration.

“*¥ou must do more."” ecriell Evvy.
“More than you think I have a—
reasonable right to of you. You
must strefeh a point for me Yo
must not let pride, or—anyvthing eise
interfere, Promise, promise, Anne®*

Almost hypno d by the spirit ot
numb terrors emanating from her wide
eves and the eclammy coldness of her
hand, I naodded.

“You won't refuse what I ask.” muor-
mured Svvy. Then she caught my
hand to her lUps and I could feel har
tears, too. -

“You know what a mess I've made
of my lfe,"” she went on suddenly in
a tone which she steadied down to &
breathleas curtness. I thouzht of the
husky sweetness of her codquettish
tones in the lonz ago and her dry
little voice made me plty Evvy fully
as much as her wasted body and her
seeking eyes on fire with loinglng.
“T've made n mess of my own lfe. I
tried to wreck Jim's, I came mnear
smashing Neal—and FPhoebe. And
Sheldon died for me, Now, soma-"
thing's coms up—something—I want
blg one hich had once been mine. |to get uy from here—away from
Semeho . delft blue roadster and |my people trotting along with me.
the T plue lMimousine seemed | 1've something [ want to do—to ses
svmbno tagea in my life. The | through—and alone. It will help me
1ittla ed the first days of | forget, and start over, with a clean =
my m i It revived memaries | sinte. My peopla are queer anf— g
of the day when Evvy had broken | conservative They won't let me go

gement to Neal and the |unless 1 enlist Tom on my side, And
hour when Sheldoa [that's wherse vyou come In. I'm afrald
his death as Evvy |of Tom—afraid he'l! P mae. But
out In the car, which I |Tom Hkes you. ITe ways has. And
‘d never driven from that | he admires you. Fie wouldn't refuse
anvthing vou asked.

*Oh, Anne, don't

edn ol

help me?
(To Bs Continued)

over which
the end of his
skimmed ualong for mile
understanding. ¥

embankment
had gone to

pass the
Shelddon

changed
alirn
color on

kitt

fine place for

agreod,

on the tip of my tongue

nsk

ind on her heart as

Ar gesture seamed
Tuvor,*

upon h i 1—the

she sald
L pallor of

¥ those hectic spots
1ecks, made me wonder
gatting ready to make

hand

d," sighed Evvy strange.
wa'll just have to declde
want in tha thermos bottles
bo ready to start whenever
hoe word. Onily now yon
nary word—do you
chocolate, bouillon
I've two thermos

aslc

want . ffee,
or 1o ade, lady?
bottle
¥ ou one and, I'll name
I replied entering into
splri | | ayving which 1 felt Evvy
WS d rd to capture, “I'll
take cof for mine.”
*I'll h chocolate then,” sald
a“ te soup and thin drinks
'ra bound to get on.
nte us and chocolate
as the doctor orders.”
note of bitterness in
vh didn't escape ma I
for future reference, but
ainst spoililng the day hy
any byt happy phases

rhoose

decided
emphs ng
of our -

It 1 odd to be riding In Evvy's
little 1 -but no strunger than
it hard been to find myself in the

mat

ay to
She

the you sse—how yo¥

hizshway in the op-
posite dire on from Dreamwold.
This m that we dldn't have to

HUNTING THE PLESIOSAURUS

Coign BAMIA 3!._ M
-
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tonte of Professor Onelli's expedition.

Frofessor Onelli’s expedition into the wilds of Palagomia to run
down reports of the existencc cf a prehistoric monster in the region of
Lake Esguel, has left Bariloche on the last lap of its journey to the
littie sttbtijement, Sixteenth of October., The expedition started from
I hia Bianca.

AREANSAS’ FIRST

FORMER VIRGINIA WOMAN SHERIFF

BELLE IS JAILED
IN CHURCH THEFT

Mrs. Catherine Fitzhugh,

governor  of

od ‘ismarpt. 40, steal tho




